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Author's Notes: 
Very short idea | had, sort of a drabble but not quite as it's a bit too long. But for what it is, | hope you guys 


enjoy, espeically since | seldom write from Steve's POV! :) 


(also, thanking Julietds for some artistic input) 


‘Where's Bruce? Nicko suddenly asked, only now realizing the singer's absence at the breakfast table. 


Steve bit his trembling bottom lip as all eyes turned to him, trying to calm his heavy breathing; his palms 
pressed flat against the table cloth. His cheeks burnt crimson red, knowing he must be looking wonky. He was 
very well aware of Bruce's whereabouts at the moment, the greedy mouth devouring his cock concealed by 


the table cloth belonging to the shameless tart of a man. 


So far Steve had been fine, he'd attempted to push Bruce away during the intial advances; but once that 
sinuous mouth was sucking him down, any protests died. Up until now, no body had spoken to him. Now, he was 


caught. 


‘You're the one he usually hangs around these days,’ Adrian pointed out, an inquistive expression on his face. By 


his side sat a suspiciously smirking Dave. 

The bassist fought to keep still, his hips wanting to insistently arch upwards, wanting to meet the rise and fall 
of Bruce's head. Wanted to feel more of the hand rolling his balls. He was so close, his eyelids heavy. If they 
would only look away, just for a moment. 

The bassist knew he'd have to make an effort to speak, feelings his thighs quake beneath the table. Swallowing 
the gasp that wanted to escape when Bruce's fingertips pressed down at that oh so sensitive spot right behind 
his balls. He could have screamed. 


‘Are ye gon’ say anythin’ already?" Nicko pressed on, his eyebrows furrowed. 


‘|. | don't - don't know... stuttered Steve weakly, his mind dizzy with the haze of pleasure. With the buzz of 


impending orgasm. 

‘Are you alright? asked Adrian, still with that curious approach colouring his tone. 

Steve felt the mortification well up inside as the edge closed in, his cock twitching hard, his balls pulling up. He 
couldn't have stopped it had he tried, and Lord knows he wanted to at the moment. The pressure was building 


up, he found himself teetering, his mouth falling briefly open to look as if he might sneeze. 


One hard, deep suckle. His sack squeezed just the right way. With a hitched shaky breath, Steve dropped 
forward to bury his face in his arms as he flooded the still hungry mouth milking him dry. 


"| think | have an idea as to where Bruce is, said Dave in amusement after a while. 


